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from Baltimore, Maryland, "The Monumental City. " Ten Plastichrome ® Reproductions 



loyalty of 

the light bulbs 

bird note 

swarm 

over then 

under cincinatti 

where i was going 

to pay a visit 

but got a degree 

in advanced mopery instead 

that was how i introduced myself 
to the mayor of geiger counter city 
and crawled out from behind a stop sign 

CRAB COCA COLA 
CLAM MR. PIBB 

MUSTARD SLUDGE GIN SLOUCH BELOVED GINKO 

(ah, stinky life in every anomaly!) 

being shouted at in texas, being shouted at in hong kong 
is that what they meant by alter-globalizationl 

a byronic glance 
confirms 

we are in a landscape 



and looking over a shoulder 



boiled eaters go for it 



things that "r" are 
butUR 

the primal stuff 

thinking about an afterimagist oddysey 

everything must be assembled 

a symmetrical space 

oh the ocean! the ocean! 

the way we exist on a floor 

paper flares in the sky 

timed explosions time collisions 

like living for the movies 

the imaginary sense of sight 

too sensual or too hermetic 

like leaving for the coast 

it's the rule of two 
the law of opposites 
working at a distance 
in a moonless night 
in the holes in the dark 
full enharmonic 

i am losing the light in this opening 
big enough for an airplane 
or desert memories in escape 

lilt and saying salt i keep coming back 

not to objects but to the things objects are made of and saying salt is like saying slow dissolve echoing 
gold where i already said ocean an instrument 

to work the waters 
to split the screen 



a tune 
on my re- 
face 

when phones remember us in two. thinging in three parts with nearly imaginary neighbors, sovereign 
spaghettification — ^the red figures and plump songwriters — for nearly 300 years — adjusting the feeling of 
proportion — and moving furniture in and out of focus — ^the dark age of molecules — a particle of light on 
the page — how much i am monitors onto the equally plump tactics of bees, and the letters that live 
underground with their honey-combed secrets and red brick recordings, in previous lives everyone was 
being furiously metonymic. identical magnets always locate the beginning of writing 

or 

e [...] face 

while i was probably lip-reading 



be reborn in weather, the weather will never be the same, adult contemporary e-z listening with fur and 
fandom the fabric of titian's brush spells of a pure liqui-fiction being driven away from your own third 
wheel, fur and fabric will return the third age is beating metal into minus and disagreement and mallard 
blue we scream in crow sign close three beats to a bar 4/5 of a mile with two suns in the sky over all the 
beautiful shabby houses in the beautiful shabby streets where i would be wearing a brown fedora looking 
at the days as they go by. the operator glows in fine weather, the rounded vocabularies are in 
collaboration with air. all Hfe even as i am as an agate has poured into the crevices and frames your 
messages leave behind, like the alleys ringed with crows and the feasts of beating metal until we scream 
blue, i don't know what frame you'll give me a story with no characters and no plot, memory and dream 
replenish the same, yesterday was just rain in my hair, merely bored and wintry, the operator will find his 
existence in the gap. a delay, a pale onyx effect pouring ourselves in through a doorway either awake or 
asleep a cold open we still see raw traces of the sun and radiate outward a continuity of dispersal, it's the 
law of the maze — jagged writing, the law of jagged light! and now we are in a jam. a swarm of ants a 
swath of red through the body, silence is flat and comes full circle, sticky glycerin shadow end sprawled 
on our backs or doing dimension looking up at the wooden day to make the transit from memory to anti- 
gravity opening up on the remark someone made about big sky country writ small, cloud condensed into a 
comer of a room where no one goes, a fable of scattering all over our face and the gaps and sfroboscopic 
effects it leaves, hazard of the grid — ^pure fabric of the glow! with the dark of the moon 



in the shards of the sea 



things found under the sun 



the last card shuffled 
resembles your name 



1 am wearing 
my long 
dramatic 
weather mask 

smeared with the last sunset 
6 o'clock eye rotating to the left 

ease it into atmosphere 

drained with fading 

drained with storms 

layers of day 

stacked up like a history 

and the breath dissolves in the street 

encroaching comers 

occur 

all over town 

some kind of baltimore 

that can only exist in the cracks 

a pointy shoe promenade 

is always 
in the works 

pressure drop! 

"the winter had been unusually warm, a gap in the rhythm, a space on the sidewalk. 30 years seeing it 
in second light — ^pure rayon melt, and radio gleams." 

combed fingers trace my shark skin suit 

the play of liquid modem 

you don't see many blue bottles anymore 



portrait of my eyes 

older than sleep 

we will be hungry again 

twisted hum 

enormous juxtaposition 

and bang of head 

less indefinite than obUged 

lost in the living room 

unearthing a map in the mouth 

colors change 

the leaves never fall 

i no longer mourn the missing systems 

operating air 

acting out a place 



the bright interruptors are coming 

answering the telephone 

someone wants to put my life at risk 

nerve now until it hits a comer 

i can barely hear your stories whine 

behind the evening's smoke 

toy town conditions 

the mystery of cold 



the air 

is full of insects 
geometry 

will not make the city any hotter than it already is. 

sleepwalking has been ruled a crime but no one bothers to enforce it. 

many years ago, i lived in a garage. 

the dumbfound automobile comes apart a few moments after updating a prequel and the highly 
anticipated oil and original drip act dimension and drip arizona technique of primary figure to create high, 
singing "o grip girl spray gun with the shimmering substances in your hair of interstices drawn fine drawn 
autumn drawing out the quality of floor and free, to start at one end with a color and end up at another 
monday with a waft mechano biomorph crashing into a wave the wind blown harp in its slanting whirrr 
cellophane sound and the whole arpeggiated son et lumiere slow gold deep encounter bird cry slanted 
melt in echo light slow edge shadow crawl another ending of slow gold collapse with vast and ringing and 
hum and disintegrator storm aroused in every particle of the ringing and telling of it every speck of dust in 
the chiming light all the vowels opening and closing *bha, icpri, bhasas, 9a{vco, 900x65, boian, photon, 

9dvris, 9r|iiri, fatum, evvette, inseque, sige, sagen, say, to sing song me with the mouth's mosaic where 
we were all a little too flashing and hieroglyphic in the dark." this poem is dedicated to luann-just- 
passing-through-on-my-way-back-home-to-san-pedro-califomia-where-she-and-her-older-brothers-ran-a- 
fuU-service-auto-repair-and-body- shop . 



The dithyrambic poets changed the modes and included Dorian, Phrygian, and 
Lydian in the same poem, and they varied the melodies, making them sometimes 
enharmonic, sometimes chromatic, and sometimes diatonic, and they gave 
themselves complete rhythmical independence. These were the followers of 
Philoxenos, Timotheus, and Telestes. 

Dionysius of Halicamassus, On Literary Composition 

Timotheus of Miletus lived, roughly speaking, from 450 to 360 B.C. The Parian 
Marble gives the date of his death when 90 years old as between 365 and 360 
B.C. The Suda lexicon says that he lived 97 years. The date of his birth must thus 
have fallen between 462 and 468. The later date assigned to his death would be 
easier to comprehend if there is any accuracy in the Suda which connects him 
with Philip of Macedon ('He lived in the time of Euripides the tragic poet, in 
which time also Philip of Macedon was king' — a strange remark as it stands, but 
not without its parallels in the Suda.) 

He seems to have gone beyond all his contemporaries and predecessors in 
innovation, and to have made a boast of it, his first great triumph being his 
victory over Phrynis, whom he regarded as old-fashioned. Two extant fragments 
illustrate the spirit of the man: 

Fr. 8 D; You were happy, Timotheus, when the herald said, "The winner is 
Timotheus of Miletus, over the son of Kamon, the Ionian tvdster." 

Fr 7 D: I do not sing the old. My new is better. New is king Zeus. Of old Kronos 
reigned. Away with the old muse." 

He was not popular in Athens... 

taken from Evans Pritchard-Cambridge, Dithyramb Tragedy Comedy 



THE LATER DITHYRAMBS 




baleful, the current conditions lead us to flattened, without a syllable to spare, flat as iron, who'd a thunk 
it? flattened again, slim customers and mr. dirty fingers track us flattened in another's north, the human 
flight path over global dimming, fire and flowers set the pace. 

mammals drive at night, surfaces keep interrupting, i keep on answering the telephone whether or not 
you're still hiding under the bed. 

the light fingered five minus two. biographical combo of cartoon america. hollowed telephones call us 
playfully at night. 

square living with the pleasant livers, but i think this had something to do with mustard, pulling "mustard" 
out of a bag must be a sign of something — a sudden left turn. 

walB square insert green column green eruption for a message for several minutes mirroring the number. 

we were sewn into the concussive effects of evening, enthusiastic arrangement of the senses, enthusiastic 
falling of seas and at windows, whatever bums. 

angry at an idea, what would crack glass? galloping together newspaper collages with a fresh biting 
moment in the era of maneuverability, the varieties of speed, and the evening blooms loud in water. 

sour heaven for some, the white mesh of its active and passive pills and pulls balled up into a system and 
swallowed, descending moonshine devices, the symphonic splashes when we pick up the phone. 

looking around a comer — breaking up crowds into blocks, a caption under a city which is below thunder 
and suddenly teeth and tympani at the ending. 2, 3, many... we're not here to make an exit. 

a quote next to a document, i can't tell if these are motion lines or stink lines, people in cars are hunting 
wasps, i am pushing out red hair fi-om the top of my head when i am sitting in the front seat in the late 
aftemoon with all the balalaikas stmmming in the background, but i keep banging on the telephone. 

of course, the whole history of capitalism can be seen as one vast speedup devouring every conceivable 
space 24/7 barreling down a freeway late at night or no particular moming and there's a death waiting at 
the end of it. while transportation is itself a form of media, there's still no message in a light bulb, no 
matter how stoic their gaze lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll clouds shred 
old distance. 



wearing a poorly animated hat for a pet 
i still have mayakovsky's rubber alias 
looking at what the inches incorporate 

cosmosamatics — no wait! that's spelled wrong, it should be "cosmosonmatics" because only the edges of 
the body are awake in the universe 

garbage yellow 

sewn into a curtain 

bookish ocher 

was a pseudonym 

it's just that we couldn't 

see where the light came to rest 

a story with no character and no plot 

lucid substances 

near misses 

a portrait of a road 

one part of post-clarity 

is casual silence 

inoperable vocabulary in collaboration with the air 
where the mouth is pointing and other animals are panting 

we hang in the heat 

names hang in an expectant moment 

and it ain't the meat 

it's the modality 

that makes me break out in a cold sweat 
just as you are reaching for the light switch 
and i am trying to slow down the bulb 

lucid substances 
handwritten night 



some need a reason, others just a place 



bruised peach 
monument 

invisible morning 
to recall 

sleepless night as our 

inheritance 
gold 

hill stripe 
year solid 
line through 
the lenses 
darkly white 
spread awe 
fragile 

ripeness 

instead of a 

space of 
fringes 

we all hang 
down 

aching static clings to the hand a way of tuning english and those who slurp it 

a project hum satellite sample charm rag bang the steps we take to dissolve our solution the way we shape 
our saliva slow 

where "english" is a cold noodle dish that only a face can love 



clown fist conversion 



4600 years of light, in the movies all verbs are in the present tense, 
another now. he's me! 

very few set out to dissolve in this precinct where there came this afterward hammer blow, right now 
waking up from a blackout fibrous music bed. very few numbers correspond with this shape, in study in 
afternoon picking up heterogeneous specimens and phenomena in the way masks are always placeless 
and very few actors are moved to pity sitting in an arbor covered over with meat, invitation to vertigo 
turning an impression inside out, how light will leave a confusing transparency imitation to opaque. 

another now again 

like an ape on the doorstep, a blurred pigeon 
is the problem with or without poetry 
it can't be a container for some 
but an opposition for everyone 
eating lunch in los angeles — OR — 
eating breakfast in baltimore 
I'd like to say "A BIG HELLO!" 
a fly-over space 

quarrel with temporal concussing 
all descriptions are indeterminate 
the banging you hear 



inside the 
square horizon 

unleashed 



when birds flew 

out of the 
piano 



and then there was something else in the air 



and something fell 
in the 

comer 

we were shuffling cards and 
counting coup 

big as a look 



big as a city 



WHERE IS IT COMING FROM? 



2 places 
instead of 
2 ears 



the highest point 
on the sun 

you're speaking to another singing body, all boxes are made of wood, a golden house 
California pictogram 
we will fly apart 



germ formulation, do you see inevitable speed?acutely expressed is idiom, networks of crisis, networks of 
thinking, networks of grasping, networks of of 

if the last word was intangible, the next word will be verdant 

plethora egg velvet glebe cradling flight doff bell jade stretch kodachrome 

if the last word was intractable, the next word will be virtual 

and a lot of 
and be articulate 
and change that 
and finally, the bird 
and fi-eud and beyond 
and graceful necks 
and imperialism of 
and it was that 
and more 
and pointed edges 
and publication no.3 
and subject to 
and teeth dimension 
and the best 
and the neo-liberal 
and the picturing 
and then it was 
and theoretically 
and to what extent 
and turns 

and will remain so 

and joicutan not uppsala has a peninsula 

and, so to speak, 
antimatter late 
aimouncements 



"the difference between us and them is the following: we believe that lightning is released as a result of 
the collision of clouds, they believe that clouds collide so as to produce lightning." what odds would you 
give me for what might result from what i can remember of someone's synaesthetic idleness 

a headache that lasts all winter • because i was inhaling your tv set 

a resonant tangle • clouds the view 

mirrored in the paleo-optic age • of my government 

i know what they're thinking • i now of the somnambulist aisle 

the worker being • busy wrecking a ghostly afternoon 

insert depleted uranium frying pan here or just make fuimy engine noises 

orating for the soundman to extricate him from a psychoanalysis called fire, harangue, a game of paste the 
blank on my forehead, mannequin charm hovering over an exit, too big and angular and aware to be 
anything but a description of the high cinematic epidermis, to short circuit the integument, syntax will 
always cover a crowd, haranguing their future in place of the usual photo-op. syntax covers them like 
honey, their fiiture already shot in falling scenery, just the way we like it. repetition in noisy affection puts 
the dead to sleep and hurling the push me-puU you perspective at the torn screen in a door, the sharpness 
of names, the crime of the last line. 

liquid ghost-filled universe of a vacuum signed city, the suburbs must be elastic, out of joy i wear an 
expression as clovraish and blank as possible. 

the origin of space, painted plates, illuminations,titles are so melodramatic, we step sideways in and out 
of the light. 

alpha 8. red eyes frack white, extracted and cracked, the surface of europa rolls across the floor unlucky 
as any pattern on dense paper, the surface of europa no longer fits the hand, offends the page, rhapsodes, 
the throne of days, flash pop sigh ozone hum in newspaper batteries dusty entities wandering destination 
showing senses riding on a train the complete coimection. glamor it out! hey instamatic! what's your game 
now and does anyone plan or play? what bums in your broken city? a liquid universe leads back only to a 
variation of its missing self, am i the ghost of a work that's haunting this place? or just its bones, were- 
architecture earth nervous rent unpaid undone iron a tired road gratefully exhaling steam we cross a 
threshold still waiting for the light to become unglued solidly foreshadowing. 

my autonomy of opera, don't tell me about the crimes of sand. 



carrying forward the tradition of obsolete technology, another quick, young book by a song writer, how 
shall we be? interference like echolalia. there is only a music, what do you get from nothing? 

mad statistics, another roaring voice, the way the wind lifts up the edges of things, the seams are 
important, they form a guide, what is it we must understand? 

long distance dissection: golden wires tangled on the ceiling, from the last step we took to the death of 
stars, a sensation of floating is imparted to all movement, scattered throughout the continuum of it. do you 
know how to get there? 

o the juicy ways of casual attributes and photochemical loves that left him floated away melted hopefully 
yesterday in the ringing of parallel lines and drugged walk of actors and oily smoke scent startle awake 
solid flying back into an address you thought you had lost, is that how we get there? 

1 . opening up the telephone to call out the letters of the day. an old movie theater 
analysis of secularized language and all the porous capital and heavy come-ons 
and blink appeal and consciousness of each previous history shooting like arrows 
begins to be undermined, being invisible to some, and blind to others. 

2. the raw architecture in stares, a gathering of friends in thin wrath, the space of 
not looking overlaps the space of not running, of not radiating lines for all to see. 
atmospheric sections fall as easy as the polychrome infotainment crawling behind 
the sideways furniture of the future. 

3. it's the e-word again! shocked and jocked, the eyes are round and sweaty with 
disbelief, swiveling to observe the halo of exclamation marks shooting outward 
from the top of the head, "he's got the willies!" 

4. i too have walked down the streets of fred flinstone's america explaining 
pictures to a dead bunny rabbit, enmeshed in it again, botox forehead scotch tape 
mirror sheen continuous gloop-mouth bio-pic hammerblow of proper names or 
coffee khaki shrimp sheared polo monument to graceful living belly flopped into 
all this plushy media gel, bravely.. .and somewhat furry, the stink eye moving 
always behind our backs. 



knowledge into performance, photographic as any tangent. 

angle it out. brightly, and now we are in a theater, thinking with things, inevitable call to angle it out 

"even when a society is indifferent to space or to a certain type of space (for instance, in our society, 
urban space when it has not been the object of planning), what happens is that unconscious structures 
seem to take advantage, as it were, of the indifference in order to invade the vacant area and assert 
themselves, symbolically, or in actual fact, somewhat after the fashion of unconscious preoccupations, 
which, according to freud, utilize the "emptiness" of sleep to find expression in the form of dreams... thus, 
most modem cities present spatial structures which can be reduced to a few types and which provide 
certain indexes of the underlying social structure." 

influence echo magnet ray signature of rain signature in shadow a pale blue block suffocates the eyes, 
gold nourishes blood, blood nourishes flame, flame nourishes ash, time nourishes shadow (the law of 
correspondence). 

they breathed authors, the sombre nights, in that building they could only enter by night, and a blue 
fraction, they breathed only in the spaces the day had left them, the sombre nights, in the building they 
could only enter one after another's night, a tape recording of the beginning, to repeat the narrating voice, 
hollow as any double, the space between numbers, time travel was invented in the 19th century, we can 
hear our footsteps shatter. 

the air is washed in water, water dies it's death of air. the seasons whirl in the hollow breast, the pallid 
flowers twist and blossom in the blind earth (the law of reciprocity) 

"in some cities the rich live upon the heights, and the poor are found below, in others, the rich occupy the 
shoreline, while the poor must live inland." and even in summer the streets are dark, a sweat hangs over 
the city, objects loom in threatening perspective, the city seen in second light, time to saddle up your 
headless horse and take off for the badlands just behind the shopping mall, x-ray eyes rolling furiously, so 
is poetry still whatever happens to the poet? 

"yeah that's your problem right there, you got too many fingers in everyone else's epistemological pie." 

through fire we imderstand fire, as red as everywhere is. the switch on one of the lamps is broken and 
cannot be turned off casting no shadows we navigate through all the humming and iridescent dimensions, 
the true materialist practices ascension. 



saying we are not salt in another time in another place is a different way of saying we are not here, 
especially when we are running up the steps two at a time in a city of wishful thinking. 

red as everywhere is, before any memory of it can begin, or midnight meteor, the same impact the lips 
pressed together the morning suddenly in the sand the infancy of time. 

or counting lines in the city, the productive approach, an outside, impatient tolling of bells. 

theatricality, colors will always be at the edge of so expansive a gesture, and the gesture itself is built into 
the houses, fragments of stairs that explode outside for a while and then disappear indoors, a prolonged 
stay is scarcely possible, the faint sun will shine, newsprint is the oldest element i can name. 

tolling departure, always the same impatience, always on the verge of leaving woven into a maze in a 
fabric you can touch, skin sliding in sweat, the tongue turned sideways, a primaeval history inverted in a 
transitional form, the tired allegories you find in baltimore begin to crumble the moment you unwrap 
them, growing hoarse with the telling of a series that moves from west to east, from summer to fall, what 
hegel forgot to mention, and i am tasting iron all winter, the clanking approach. 

and thick as honey, the desert stretched on. a kind of checkerboard effect. 

carrying pronouns in unfamiliar seasons, a machine for reorganizing yourself, there's a whole history of 
recording we are unfamiliar with, the way they opened up a gap in the air, which is a more productive 
view displacing one midnight after another, snapping golden strings and saying "structure." 

the wave outside, a series of nested boxes smoothed by polychrome looming with fibers sensations of 
floating are woven into the surface, a machine for switching the light, whatever toys will bum when we 
are up. 

seaweed noodle hair glory the wet word warp and loud roaring i always had trouble with my "r"s mixed 
with electric twinge sapphire sheet surface fur shock of sense a new organum where distance grows glass- 
like and space fits the hand for a moment sleepwalking under the burnt out light bulbs barely surprised at 
the transformation, inert in the smoke filled world, "ocean is my mother, a freight train is my pa, hobo 
chang ba!" 



the loops are not quite perfect, the ends don't meet, the violent things last winter, you don't go into the 
puppet's room. 

detouring "place", a destructive version of seeing architecture after the insects and the air have left them, 
pronouncements always sound so cold. 

portrait storms fly all over original winter alley, filling up the flat "ha-ha! identity in opposition" 
interjection that we just don't want to hear anymore side-stepping and century- shredding in the dark part 
of the house stark, modulating their signals, the far end of a face. 

misplacing objects, misplacing sounds, i'm not asking you to connect the dots, navigate photographs with 
juicy technique, the surface of irreversibility, using up our time as missing persons. 

sticky miles of street machine silence emptied into the ghost plan attack the static moving in circles inside 
the skull enlarges the scales in the sudden pathway the up and down movement of it the way the lips are 
always pressing together and opening up a material automatism of walking up stairs to bum the iron of a 
gesture in the lines that are always disappearing around the comer of talk in irrational jump cut this 
totalizing moment straining at the day the melody i was walking in shivery with violins, mr. before-and- 
after-no-sleep-till-a-velvet-moming. 

mrs. phaedra i-welcome-the-retum-of-temporality jones. the handmade identity of the missing subject 
remains a debatable topic, a vessel that is built to be empty, sealed up inside of itself the irreconcilability 
of the forces that produce it. every quotation is a launching pad. i am archeological in every frozen step. 

or autxmmal dionysia — our cure for the day of the dead, a kind of checkerboard effect, beige and mshing 
blue. 

legibility decorates wrong, anxieties of objects without permission, the look of exasperation you find in 
old comics the voice of the subject speaking itself, a look of aggregation, the time will thread us together, 
the languorous diamond wave, nerve colors change in fiabby weather and peripheral secrets ambiguous 
sightings the marbled fat film dribbles out sometimes for some in lurid signs, but not for others, since that 
moment in childhood when i knew i could read the future fi-om the cracks in the sidewalk. 



[ 



]mad statistics only leave a music, remember? 



La lumiere et la realite etaient pour une raison quelconque deux concepts bizarrement lies dans son esprit, 
c'est pourquoi il lui semblait que son art etait avant tout un realisme. 

Light and reality were for some reason two concepts strangely united in his mind, which is why it seemed 
to him that his art was above all a realism. 

John Golding on Robert Delaunay (Le cubisme) 



i had a real epiphany when i was working on this project, but i forgot what it is now. anyway, it couldn't 
have been that important, here are a few notes and remarks. 

*bha, Ecpri, bhasas, 9ai'vco, 900x6$, etc. these are all words in archaic indo-european languages meaning 
either "to speak" (or shout) or "to bring to hght" or just simply light itself 

actually, the cosmosamatics are the name of sonny simmons' band. 

"out of joy i wear an expression as clownish and blank as possible." taken from a. rimbaud's une saison 
en enfer. also, paul verlaine once remarked in a letter that rimbaud had initially intended his collection of 
poems illuminations to bear the subtitle painted plates {gravures coloriees), which, for some reason, has 
caused many literary scholars much heart ache, i should mention that my attachment to the work of 
rimbaud is more nostalgic than programmatic. 

"the difference between us and them..." seneca, book II, naturales quaestiones. the book is primarily 
concerned with explaining thunder and lightning. 

"even when a society is indifferent to space..." claude levi-strauss, postscript to chapter 15, structual 
anthropology, of course, this fundamental perception that the shape of a city mirrors it's social structure 
has almost attained the status of a trope in the social sciences. 

"the air washed in water" is the title of a painting by Max Ernst, from a period late in his life when he felt 
it necessary to enter into a dialog with a generation of younger painters, "water dies it's death of air" 
compare with heraclitus d&k 31, "the reversals of fire: first sea, but of sea, half is earth, half lightning 
storm." and with d&k 62, "immortals are mortal, mortals immortal, living the others' death, dying in the 
others' life." 

"in some cities the rich live upon the heights..." thomas pynchon, gravity's rainbow, i always liked what 
gwenhidwy, the drunken Welshman had to say about the city as a fantastic mimic, walking down the 
streets of almost any american city, one is struck by how much of a stage set or even theme park it has 
become, as if the city is becoming its own form of media. 

"ocean is my mother..." "hobo chang ba" by captain beefheart, trout mask replica. 

"...read the future from the cracks in the sidewalk." hat tip to frashman, agent of the sixth international. 



the dithyramb was a hymn sung to the god dionysus in ancient greece, and always carried with it some 
association with wildness and states of ecstasy, in fact, the first reference we have to it comes from a 
fragment by archilocus, who states, "i know how to lead the dithyramb when my wits are blasted by 
wine." it was always a very popular form of poetry in all of its various manifestations, to such an extent 
that even plato in the republic has socrates remark that dithyrambs are the clearest example of poetry 
which best employs the voice of the poet himself in fact, with its driving rhythms, and its unusual or 
exalted diction, it probably marks the first appearance of something like rock and roll in western 
civilization, however, of the two complete dithyrambs that have survived the wreckage of late antiquity, 
neither seems to resemble very closely what the dithyramb, according to its ancient critics, was all about. 

oh, now i remember what that epiphany was. if space narrows for us, the poem creates room to move. 



the later dithyrambs by les wade 
out of sequence (june-august 2013) 

all art work is by the author unless otherwise noted, the illustration on the front cover can be found at 
http://archive.org/details/1957BaltimoreSites. the author retains all moral rights over this work, the 
material in this piece should be read in the order in which it is presented. 
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this work is dedicated to chris mason and boris vian. 



